m ^e^pmobkKinfmm. 

Emil, That were a fhame Sir, 

While I have herfes: take your choice, and what 
* _°u want at any time, let me but know it ; 

« you ferve faithfully, I dare aflure you 
* ou 1 finde a loving Miftris. 

Arc. Ifl doe not, * 

Let me finde that my Father ever hated, 

Djlgrace^nd blowes. 

7 kef. Go Ieade the way; you have won it: 

1 1 fliall be fo ; y ou fhall receavc all dues 

Fit for the honour you have won ; Twer wrong elfc, 

Sifter,belferevv my heart,you have a Servant, 

That ifl were a woman, would be Maftcr, 

But you are wife* Fiorifc 

Emil. I hope too wife for that Sir. Exeunt mm. 

Scarna 6. Enter Jay lor s ‘Daughter aiowc. 

Daughter. Let all the Dukes, and all the divells rore, 
He is at liberty : I have venturd for him. 

And out I have brought him to a little wood 
A mile heuce,I have fent him, where a Cedar 
Higher than all thereft,fpreads like a plane 
Fait by a Brooke, and there he fhall keepe clofe, 

Till Iprovide him Fyles,aad foode,for yet 
His yron bracelets are not off. O Love^ 

What a flout hearted child thou art l My Father 
Durft better have indur’d cold yron,thandene it : 

I love him, beyond love, and beyond reafon, ' 

Or wir,er fafetic : 1 have made him knowit 
I care not, I am defperate,lf the law - : 

Finde me 3 and then condemne me for’t; fame wenches, 
Some honeft harted Maides,will flng my Dirge. 

And tell to memory,my death was noble. 

Dying almoft a Martyr : That way he takes, 

I pnrpofe is my way too : Sure he cannot 
Be fo unraanly,as to leave me here. 

If he doe,Maides will not fo eafily 

Truft men againe: And yet he has not thank’d me 

For what I have done ; no not (o much as kill me, 


Whm’teconM'rs 1 ' note, this lovcofminc 

more root within him > Let him doe 

XSreM^y^ehim’ 

lie ever dwell;within this honre the whoobu 

Gefnjany more fuch prifoners, and fuch daughters. 
And fhortly you may keepe your fclfc. Now t 


ASlus Ter tius. 


Cornets in 
- fundry places/ 
Noife and 
hallowing as 
people a May- 


Scaena l. Enter nArcite alone. 

Arcite. The Duke has loft Hypolita ; eachtooke 
A feverall land. This is a folemne Right 
They owe bloomd May, and the Athenians pay it 
To’th heart of Ceremony : O Queene Emilia 
Frefher then May,fwectcr 
Then hir gold Buttons on the bowes,0r all 
Th’enamelld knackeso’ch Meade,or garden, yea 
(We challenge too) the bancke of any Nymph 
That makes the ft reame feeme flowers;thou o Ieweli 
P’th wood.o’ch world, haft like wife blefta pace 
With thy foie prefence, in thy rumination 
That I poore man might eftfoones come bet weene 
Andchoponfome cold thought, thrice blefTed chance 
To drop on fu ch a Miftris, expectation 
moft giltlefle on’t : tell me O Lady Fortune 
(Next after Smely my Soveraignejhow far 
'• Fa 




